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OR, A 
Worſe Plague than the Dzacoxn : 
A Burkſue OPERA. 
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BUBLINS: 


Printed for PETE® WiLsoN, Bookſeller, at Gay's- 
bead in Dame-fireet, MDCC XLIV. 


SISEIS'SIASE 
The ARGU MEN T. 


Nawalinds, enraged at the Falſhood ef. Moore, 
M retires diſconſolate to a Deſart, unable to 


bear the Triumphs of her Rival Margery (now 
Lady Moore) who from the mcekeſt of ED 
is 0 elevated with her preſent Grandeur, that ſhe 
becomes a very Virago, a worſe Plague than the 
Dragon; and leads her Huſband ſuch a confounded 
Life, that he runs away from her on the very 

Wedding-Night, and flies, for Quiet-iake, to the 
| Defart; > when meeting with Mauxalinda, they 

renew their former Loves, and grow fonder than 
ever. Lady Mzore purſues them with the utmoſt 
Fury, ſurprizes them in the height of their En- 
dearments, and ſends Mauxalinda to Priſon. Moore 
makes a ſecond Elopement, and ſends Gubbins. to 
releaſe Mazxalinda ; which being done, Galbins, 
who has long loved her in ſecret, courts her, and 
gains her Conſent. Moore wants to renew his for- 
mer ——— with \Mazxalinda, but is re- 
puls d by ber, and ſuriaaſy attack d by his Lady: 
After a Scolding-Bout they make it up: Moore 
is Friends with his Lady; Gubbins is matried to 
Mauzxalinda ; and the Opera concludes, according 
to the Cuſtom of all Opera's, with the general Re- 
conciliation. of all Parties, no matter how — 
improbable, or ridiculous. 


„ Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Moore of Moore-Hall. 

Gaffar Gubbins, Father to Lady Moore. 

Lady Moore, formerly Margery Gubbins, 
| Herald. 5 . 
Firſt Gut, 2 


CHORUS of Pries, Huntſmen, 
| Gueſts, &c. Conſtable, Failor, Purſui- 
vants, Guards, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, Yorkſhire, 


MARGERY: 


Worſe Plague than the Dzacox. 


ACT L SCENE L 


A Magnificent Temple finely illuminated, a great 
Number of Prieſts, Chotrifters, &c. Bride Mes, 
Bride-Maids, &c. &c. Moore and his Lady 
Gubbins, Ce, Guards, and other Attendants, 
&c. &c. &C. 

CHORUS 
Triumph Valour, triumph Beauty, 
Fortune now has due its Duty. 

RECITATIVE. 

. Moore. OW to Moore-Hall, my Friends, 

let's haſte away, 


To — this happy Nuptial- 


e ela. . Exeunt. 
SCENE 


"xe" 
SN NR n. 1 Dear. 
Mat xx'l Ds fol, | 
fin Hage, und eypy Rind! 
. — 


Their Bridal Joys ite worſe — to me. 
Alas! — Deſtiny ! 


ATR. 


The Swain I adore has undone 1 
He wod'd me until be had wor 

He courted me, ſure, but to ſhun 

And now from bis 4 


me Doath, from Diftr ation relieve me, 
Cold Earth to thy Beſom receive me; 


Come thou who. Jo baſely could ſi leave me, 
6— dara 


SCENE III. Moore-Hall. 
Moore and bis Lady, GuyBins, Guefts, &c. An 


_ - Entertainment of Dancing ; © awhich,: e 
ans | oe + long &c. mw _— 


Hearing Yu b 


Sen you this Token ef his 


© Bounty, 
[Pats on 4 Helmet. 
- Ami makes — . 


A Dragon paſſant guardant is your Arms. 
— * 
vites 


{ 


| 


Hat, in a Hu 


ry, pack'd up ab 
8 


2 away this Morning by the Carrier. 
Moore. She's a ſmart Girl, ſome Londoner may 
marry her. 


AIR. 


| Thus the Damſel young and pretiy, 

| Quits the Country with Diſdaia, 
Takes à trip to London City, 
Nebler Conqueſts to obtair. 


There fbe Prudes it fo dom 
| And ſe well diſplays her Charms, 
That ſome Townling, moſt x 
| She allures into her Arms. 


Lady. All this'is meer Contrivange and Deceit : 
> Wich half an Eye I. can ſee through the Cheng. 


a. AIR. 
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AIR. 
Go, Cackoldly Call, 
Follow your Trull, 


Im not to 4 made ſuch a Tool. 
Sir Knight, I'm your Wife, 
And, during my Life, 
Your Werſip fall find mc no Fool. 


Mere. Im all Surprize ! What means this ſudden 
Change! 
"Tis wond”rous odd 
Gub. —*Tis more than odd, 2— 
Moore. Speak to her, Sir — 
Gab. Not I, upon my Life : 


Tis dangerous medling betwixt Man and Wife. 
AIR. 


Aeree, agree; 

If mot, dye ſer, 
As you fall out, 
Fall in, for me. 


Moore. Why is my deareſt Dear fo croſs to me? | 
] wou'd 48 Margery. 
Lady. It might be Marg ry Gubbins heretofore; 
But now I'll make you know I'm Lady Moore. 
[([ [Serutting. 
Mane, Why thou art: — But yet I hope, my 


[ Coaxing. 
Tf thou art wn Cy, Ima Baton hex 
Lach. You you're Maſter now; but that 
won't do, 
I tell you, u be Cap and Button too. 


AIR. 
| You ! You! Yau! | 
Coxcomb! Blockbead ! Numpſtull! Nixzey ! 


1 defy you I deſpiſe you ! 
Do! Do! Dot 4 


[Exit Lady. 


Moore, Are theſe the Joys of Wedlcek! run . 
Li 
A Man muſt lead with an outrageous Wile ? 


Brides know their Power on their Wedding- 
The Joys they give us wou'd be too com» 


Did not ſome Bitter mingle with the Sweet. 
This is ſome female Flight, ſome jealous Fit. 
Mare. You ſee, my Friends, how tis; — I muſt 


| AIR. 
Ss Hercules of old, 
Who made the fierce Giants and Monſters to rat, | 
Was forc'd ta rock and reel, 
And turn the Spinning-Wheel ; 
Le much could a Woman his Paſſion ſubdue. 
So Hercules, Ec. 


B | | ub, 


[ww] 
Cab. 2 — thou art no Place for 
©, "Friends this is a diſinal Wedding-Day ! 
Melancholy CHORUS. 
Ob fad! of 7 


ob A 
Ob, &c. 


. | [Exeunt Qmneg 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT Un. SCENE I. 


4 Dejart. 
Moors folus. 


AREWEL, Meore-Hall, — I now have broke 
my Chain, 

I never more will darken thee again. 
e a Spirit wou'd ſcare the Devil ; 
Tygers and Wolves, compar'd to her, are civil. 
Alas! what mighty Deeds have 1 
Tm more afraid of her, than of the 
Sooner in Deſarts with wild Beaſts I'll d 
ds who mekes my Home = 


AIR. 


Was ever Man ſo much deceiv'd? 
Can ever Woman be believ'd? 
| I thought my Love 
a Turtle-Dove, 
And dream d of endle(s 8 1 
But now I've got, 
O curſed Lot! 
A Dragon to my Arms. 
| Was ever, ke. 


Maux. Cruel Swain | ———— [ Behind the Scenes. 
B 2 5 Meere. 


Sure Melancholy's ſelf inhabits here: 
Approach, rect Warbler | thou perhaps may 


*. — eaſy ered lous Wretch, deceiv'd like me: 

Tu not obſtrud, but liſlen to thy Moan, 

Then mingle, with thy ſoft Complaints, my own. 
[Retires to a Corner of the Stage. 


Enter MavxaLlinda. 
AIR. 


Cruel Savain, fince you for ſake me, 
4˙ to lonely Shades betake me, 
Lite the mournful Turtle-Dove : 


While my Fondneſs you're diſdaining, 
Faithful flill in foft 3 . 
1 "il lament my hapleſs Lov 
Cruel Swain, 8. 


Mere. My Mauxalinda ! O tran] Sight ! 
Come to my Arms, thou Treaſure of Delight. 
[Gears ta embrace ber, Se flies back. 
Manx. What new Device is this, to mock my 

Grief ? 
Experience new has baniſh'd all Belief. | 
Moore. I own my Crime; O pardon my Offence; 
I'm all Confuſion, Shame and Penitence. 
[ Kneeling. 
Maux. O Meore ! I lov'd you as I did my Life— 
I'd fain believe you, but you've got a Wife. 
Moore. 1 * name ber nct.— Wich thee, my Love, 
"I by 


Far as the utmoſt Verge of Earth or Sky: 


We'll 


4, 2 
ell traverſe ev'ry Sea, and Shore, | 
And er approach that S. 


DU ETT O. 


Around the wide World wwe mill wander, 
Grow fouder, and fonder, and founder; 
Well cuddle together, 
2 heeh out the Weather, 
And kiſs the cald Winter away. 


When Sol's ſultry Heat does invade us, 
Green Offers and Willows ſhall ade us. 
We'll chirrip and 
Like Birds in the Spring, 
And frolick it all the long Day. 
Around, &c. 


ben 
SCENE II. Gubbins's Houſe. 

| Gunnins end Gueſts as from Drinking. 

70%. Thanks, noble Gubbizs, for this Night's | 


| 1 made it out at laſt. 
Gab. But why ſo — þ why ſo ſcon away ? 
Another Bottle will bring on the Day. 


Ester Lady Moore. 


Cab. What's this I ſee ?—My Daughter 1——Say, my 


What brings thee thus unſeaſonably here? 
How could thou quit a 
* 
A Sigh too! Tel! me, is thy Huſband dai?“ 
Ech. Oh! ten imes worle ! Gol 


[14] 
La, He's fled. 
G What! — 
Lag. O dns, es if 1 right Conjec- 


He ran away, to 'ſcape a Curtai -Leure. 
Lady. No, he has Mezzelinds in bi Mind: 


AIR. 


IF retched is a Wife's Condition, 
When not Rage, or yet Submiſſion, 
Can reclaim ber faithles Rover, 
Or to Virtue bring him euer. 


bes foe fees herſelf neglected, 
And her Rival more reſpectad, 
Ob! how great muff be ber Aunguifh ! 
Ibo can 6 > bay hon 6 ne 
Wretched, &. 


Gu. He's ſadly off; for the, like thee, I fear, 
May have a Tongue too many for his Ear. 
Lady. 9 I came to be redreſt, 
B 28 lee, make all my Wrongy your 
+ W 
But Fil, through all the Courts of Law purſue 
him; 
Fl rumage Hell it ſelf, but III undo him: 
Til iſſue out Reward by Proclamation, 
And have him, if he's Evieg in the Nation. 


[Exit 
: Gb. Welt faid, my Girl thy Mother's Daughter 


the had a Tos moſt iſitel 
gee molt exqui 2 


AIR. 


Came follow, brave Bos, to the Chace, 

Fer Morning breaks on us apace;. 

The Fegs and the %% diſappear, 
The d is delightfully rar, 


E then bt ond 
Yall boſe all the Short, if you longer de- 
What, what are your Opera's s 10 me, 


But Tweedlecum-Tweedlecum-twee :. 
No Mufich, that's under. 2 855 


Can 44 ag 


One true Engl G hall tank fd 
—_ 


ame, Hiddoy, ac. 


[Excunt. 


[16] 
SCENE III. The Defart. 


Moors and MauxaiinDa embracing, 
DVUETTO. 


By theſe Arms, that round thee tine 
Like the ever-circling Vine: 


By this tender fond mbrace, 
Nothing ſhall my Love Face. 


| Moore. By the Nectar, which 1 fp 
. From thy foft and ruby Lip, 


Never, never will I leave thee, 
Never, never more deceive thee. 


Far Lacy Moons with Conflable, 


'Y and ſurprizes "em. 


Log. 80 fo, my prety Turtles, are you you there — 
ve 2 you napping, as Moſs caught his 


4 rn that's your Priſoner — : [To 2 | 
Take my Lady Stock, [To Maux.. | 
| | Make her beat Hemp, and chain her to the 


if | | | [Mauxalinda i: carried off ; Moore | 
| ftrives to follow, but is prevented 
| KC . by bis Lady. 


"ns L Sir Knight, come Home, and mind 
3 


ru teach you to run rambling after Beauty. 
DUETTO. 


[17] 


DUETT0O. 


Lady. O unorateful! to deceive me, 
Thus to 222 me Content. 
Moore O moſt hateful ! leave me, leave me, 
You my Anger but augment. 
Lady. Faithl:/s Traytor ! 
Moore. Plague of Nature ! 
Lady. Where's your Conſcience ? 
Moore. Curſe your Nonſenſe! 
Let me go, Let me go. [Strugling. 
Lady. No, no, no; No, no, no, 
O wngrateful, &c. 


[Exeunt. J 


The End of the Second ACT. 


C ACT 


( 18] 


EESESESSESSE 


ACT m. SCENE LI. 


 Gunpins*s Houſe. 


GurBBixs and MooRE. 


2s , Sir! here's been a moſt confounded 


Rout — 
Mauxy's in Flo'd, and you muſt bring her 
out. | 

As ſte and TI, like Turtles of a feather, 

Vere ching in the Wilcerneſs together. 

My Lady came with Pe Comitatrs, 

And ſent poor Meuxalinda to the Gate-houſe. 
Gb. I cannot bear ſhe ſhould a Priſoner be — 

1'il tear the Jail down, but I'll ſet her free. 

 [Exit. 


Rloo x E ſolus. 


Was ever Man ſo hamer'd with a Wife? 
Patierce, ye Goss! bit J am link'd for Life: 
The Tnots too fait, 'tis recdleſs to complain; 
I with the Dragen wer: alive again. 


AIR. 


The Lim in Pettle engag'/, 
then he fills all the Fo-eft avith Dread, 
1s a Laub ta a Wcman earag'd, 

of guice Fealonſy 0175 in her Head. 


0 
— 


[19] 


+ 


Her Soul's en a Ferment of Fury, 
No foothing the Tempeſt can flili; 

She values no Lage, Fu? or Fury, 
Her darling Revenge to "fulfil. 

| [Fxit. 


SCENE II. 4 P. iss. 
MAauXALINDA ts Chains. 
AIR. 


O piercing Arguilh ! 
O crue! Deſtiny! 
Here muſt I languiſh 


For Laſs of Liberty. 
[Enter Lady Moe. 


So, Madam, 
Lodging ? 
Is not this better than in De'art: dodging ? 
Maux. Madam, I fee through all your ſaucy 
Sneer 
You may provoke my Scorn, but not my Fear. 
Lady. Your boalled Courag: i'm refoiv'd to try. 
Behold this Dagger, and prepare tode. 
[Draws a Dagger. 


DUETT O. 


How d'ye like your ſtately 


Maux. Since you've robb'd me of my Treaſure, 
| Life is now no more a Pleaſure : 
Death is welcome ev'n from you. 


C 2 11 


[20] 

Lady. Since you"we robb'd me of my Treaſure, 
In your death is all my Pleaſure : 
Yengeance, V engeance is m * Due. 


Enter Gubbins ewith Tailor and — 


Daughter, forbear, and let your Fury ceaſe; 

For know I'm come poor Mauxy to releaſe. 
Lady. My Father too my Foe! Patience is vain, 
Gub. Marg y thy Pride, 1 1 chink, has turn'd thy 


Brain. 
Lady. Pil be reveng'd 
Gab. —— Nay, if ſhe makes a Riot, 


[To Jailor. 
Jailor, ſecure her, till ſhe grows more quiet. 


5 | I Gub. Maux. &c. 
| Lacy Moore fola. 


This is enough to make a Woman mad — 
Il be reveng'd, it Vengeance can be had. 


AIX. 


Thus diſtracted, thus tormented, 
Nothing ſhall my Rage delay; 
| Newer quill I reſt cautented 
Till my V engeance makes it way. 


[Exit Lach. 
SCENE III. Gubbinss Huſe. 


MauxALINDA and GuBBiNs. 


A':zux. This wond'rous Goodne how can I repay} 

Cab, Oh! 22 ſhall make it up another way. | 

[C bucking her under the Chin. 
Sweet 


[21] 
Sweet Mauxalinda, if you can forſake 
All other Men for Gaffar Gabbins” fake, 
And prove to him a true and faithiul Wife, 
With all I have I'll Jointure thee for Life. 


AIR. 


Mauxalinda thus admiring, 
Does my Saul of Souls inflave ; 
For her Charm of Charms expiring, 

See ker fond Adorer crave. 


[ Lady Moore over-hbearing. 
Maur. Since they've depriv'd me of my deareſt 
Knight, [Afide. 


Tl marry Gubbins merely ont of Spight. 
_— Im Madam Marg'ry's Mother-in- 
w 


By F ove, F'll keep her Ladythip i in awe. 
[Tarns to Gubbins, and ſings. 


W 2: 


Then come to my Arms, old Dad, 
And fondle thine own dear 
| ff Lowe is tco late to be bad. 
ts make up the Loſs with Money. | 
| [They embrace. 


To them Lady Moores. 
Lady. Why Father, what d'ye mean? 


Gut. —— —— What's that to you ? 
I'm old enough to know what 'tis I do. 


Eater 


[ 22 } 
Enter Moon x. 


O joyful Sight ! my Mauxalinda freed ! 
Thanks noble Cz4bins for this gen'rous Decd : 
O let me claſp thee to my arms. 
[ Runs to embrace her. 


[Gubbins interpo,:ng. 


Gub ——— -—- Not fo 
She's now my Mauxalinda, you muſt know, 

[ Lady comes up to Moore. 

Lady. How can you bear the Loſs of one ſo dear? 

Bore. My Pizgue! my Bar my Evil Genius 

here ! 

Lach. | come, Sir, a Wife . * ht to claim? 

Me. Ot we you ſhall hate aothing but the 


N -me. 
No Nuptia! Einireſs ? 
Mc re dot one üngle tie. 
Lach. Earbar ian, dum aarry me (vor this? 


Mes e. lee forth no l. band hope to knd of me, 
Jil you mere gentle 2 d ſubmiſſive be. 
Bene tho Hof, with each a ſep'rate Fed, 
Well live Poli and wil each other dead. 
1720 afule. 
7a Moore. 
O, Sir! your Looks, your words have riv'd my 
> Heart 
No other Puniſhment, but Beds to part? — 
See at your Feet, yo.r pardon I implore: 
never will proveke ycur Anger more, 
Aare. What Farce is this! 
Lay. No Faice, my deareſt Life, 
Put a Converted and Obedient Wife. 


AIX. 


4 
_ 
4 


- * 
, * 
. 
4 
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* 
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(23] 
ATR. 
Never, never I'll offend yon, 
Or pour wa;m Reſentment dare. 


Ever, ever 1 attend you, 
Your Content ſhall crown my Care. 


| Mbore. Come to my Arms, thou Treaſure of my 


Life, 
Henceforth my belt belov'd, and deareſt Wife. 


S UV RR 7.7 0 


4 O happy Transformation ! 
O feveet Reconciliation ! 


O joyous bleſt Event! 


Mere. And now, my Margery, may'| thou ever be 


[ Embracing Lady Moore. 
As kind to Moore, as he is fond of thee. 


Maux. I wiſh you Joy, Sir! May ſhe ever be 
As true to you — as you have been to me. 
[ Aſide. 
Gab. Why now all's right. Call ail the 
Country in ; | 
Keep Open-Houſe, and let the Sports begin. 
[A Entertainment of Dancing ; after- 
wards Moore comes forward. 
Moore. Henceforth let Diſcord and Diſſention ceaſe, 
While we all live in Harmony and Peace. 
Gub. And have of Wealth and Children great In- 
creale. 


C HORN US$ 


Strain your Veices, crack aur Strings; 
He ſings beſt, aubo Hudęſt ſin gs. 2 


[24] 


Bhw your Cheeks of Sound 


away, 


Fg 


This 20, Glor 
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